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I call up a hundred phantoms and indue them

with a spirit;
When I behold Thy phantom, I cast them in the

fire."

Lo !   I will cherish the soul, because it has a

perfume of Thee.
Every drop of blood which proceeds from me

is saying to Thy dust:
" I am one colour with Thy love, I am a partner

of Thy affection."
In the house of water and clay this heart is

desolate without Thee ;
O Beloved, enter the house, or I will leave it.

" THIS is LOVE "

This is Love :  to fly heavenward,

To rend, every instant, a hundred veils.

The first moment, to renounce Life :

The last step, to feel without feet.

To regard this world as invisible,

Not to see what appears to one's self.

" O heart," I said, " may it bless thee

To have entered the circle of lovers,

To look beyond the range of the eye,

To penetrate the windings of the bosom !

Whence did this breath come to thee, 0 my soul,

Whence this throbbing, 0 my heart ? "